OF JOHN AUBREY
Deborah Aubrey was 15 yeares old and as much as from January to June
when she was married, John Aubrey says, and as he was her first child,
there was less difference in years between them than there was between
Aubrey and his brother, William. It was no wonder, therefore, that
his mother's death brought home to him so forcibly his own age and
the perilous condition of his works. His Writings had the usual fate of
those not printed in the Author's life-time, Aubrey had written many
years before about Nicholas Hill, and his Minutes of Lives are full of
similar references. George Herbert writt a folio in Latin, he noted,
which because the Parson of Hineham could not read, his widowe condemned
to the uses of good houswifry, and he mentioned many other manuscripts
besides which had wrapt Herings by this time or had been putt under
Pyes. The examples were so unending : George Sandys, Poet, had some-
thing in Divinity ready for the presse, which his niece my Lady Wyat lost
in the Warns—the title of it shee does not remember: and the Fire of London
had caused such widespread destruction, that even plagiarism was
excusable in that age. 'Tis certaine, Aubrey says, that John Wallis
is a person of reall worth, and may stand very gloriously upon his owne basis,
and need not be beholding to any man for Fame, yet he is so extremely greedy
of glorie, that he steaks feathers from others to adorne his own cap ; e.g. he
lies at watch, at Sir Christopher Wren's discourse, Mr. JLobert Hooke's,
Dr. William Holder, <&c ; putts downe their notions in his Note books, and
then prints it, without owneing the Authors. This frequently, of which they
complain. But though he does an injury to the Inventors, tie does good to Learn-
ing, in publishing such curious notions, which the author (especially Sir
Christopher Wren) might never have the leisure to write of himself e.
There was one example, however, which appalled Aubrey by its
similarity in every detail to his own case. One Mr. Gerard of Castle
Carey in Somerset, collected the A.ntiquities of that county, Dorset, and that
of Devon, he said, which I cannot for my life retrive. His Executor bad them,
whose Estate was seized for debt; and they utterly lost. And so, before
setting out for Wiltshire to settle his mother's affairs, Aubrey made an
elaborate will, although he had nothing to leave except instructions
as to the fate of his manuscripts, and in it he charged Robert Hooke
with the task of preparing his Wiltshire papers for the press. For
to the men of the seventeenth century, tneir reputation after death
was a matter of the utmost concern, and though few of them went
so far as Machiavelli in believing that fame was the only immortality
of which the individual was capable, the desire for a good and a
lasting reputation was so general, that Aubrey recorded with astonish-
ment the reply Charles I made, when Mr. Ross endeavoured to
persuade him to pay for the engraving of a manuscript by saying that
it would appeare glorious in historie after his Majestie's death. Pish, sayd He,
I care not what they say of me in History when I am dead.
Aubrey, however, cared most particularly and he eagerly accepted
Elias Ashmole's suggestion that he should entrust his manuscripts
to the newly founded Ashmolean Museum at Oxford; an idea with
which his friends were not all in favour as the following letter shows.
Mr. Wood, Aubrey began coldly, Last Teusday I went to see Mr. Ashmoh,
whom I found ill. He lately received a letter from Dr. Plot, about the things
that I sent to Oxford ; and says that he desired you to send to the Museum,
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